WAITING    FOR    THE    DOCTOR

He opened the door of the bed.

" Yer mother's no weel/' he said to
Leeby.

Leeby ran to the bed, and I went ben the
house.

In another two minutes we were a group of
four in the kitchen staring vacantly. Death
could not have startled us more, tapping thrice
that quiet night on the window-pane.

" It's diphtheria! " said Jess, her hands
trembling as she buttoned her wrapper.

She looked at me, and Leeby looked
at me,

" It's no, it's no," cried Leeby, and her voice
was as a fist shaken at my face. She blamed me
for hesitating in my reply. But ever since this
malady left me a lonely dominie for life, diph-
theria has been a knockdown word for me. Jess
had discovered a great white spot on her throat.
I knew the symptoms.

" Is't dangerous ? " asked Hendry, who once
had a headache years before, and could still
refer to it as a reminiscence.
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